74                     ' The Art of Fencing"
was the neatest place of worship he had seen, the library could not be found; for it seems Pr who was out of town, had taken it with him. told a joke he had heard of a monastery abroa key of the library could never be found.
It was somewhat dispiriting, to see this ani piscopal city now sadly deserted1.    We saw ii streets a remarkable proof of liberal toleration ; clergyman, strutting about in his canonicals, i countenance and a round belly, like a well-fed n
We observed two occupations united in the s who had hung out two sign-posts. Upon one Hood, White Iron Smith' (i. e. Tin-plate Won another, ' The Art of Fencing taught, by Jam Upon this last were painted some trees, and t\v ing, one of whom had hit the other in the eye, great dexterity; so that the art was well taught. 'Were I studying here, I should go and take a I member Hope, in his book on this art2, says, " th very good fencers."'
We returned to the inn, where we had been ei dinner, and drank tea in company with some of ors, of whose civilities I beg leave to add my very grateful acknowledgement to the honourab. of Dr. Johnson, in his Journey*.
1 ' One of its streets is now lost; and in those that n the silence and solitude of inactive indigence and gloc tion.... St. Andrews seems to be a place eminently ad; and education.. . . The students, however, are represen time, not exceeding a hundred. I saw no reason for i paucity to the present professors.' Johnson's Works,s with us this afternoon, along with Dr. Watson. We looked at St. Salvador's College. The rooms for students seemed very commodious, and Dr. Johnson said, the chapel
